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'Eumaeus,' replied the good and gallant Odysseus, 'may
Father Zeus look on you as kindly as I do for putting a term to
my wandering and hopeless want. Surely a tramp's life is the
worst thing that anyone can come to. Yet exile, misfortune, and
sorrow often force a man to put up with its miseries for his
wretched stomach's sake. However, since you press me to stay
and await the prince's arrival, perhaps you'll be so good as to
give me the news about King Odysseus' mother, and his father,
whom he left on the threshold of old age when he went abroad.
Are they still in the land of the living? Or are they dead by now
and in the Halls of Hades?'

'My friend,' said the admirable swineherd, 'I shall be glad to
answer your questions. Laertes, to take him first, is still alive, but
every day he prays to Zeus that death may visit his house and
release the spirit from his flesh. For he grieves inconsolably for
his lost son and for that wise lady, his wife, whose death was the
heaviest blow he has suffered, and left him an old man before his
time. As for her, it was pining for her brilliant son that brought
her to the grave - a dreadful death - heaven spare my friends and
patrons here in Ithaca from the like. So long as the unhappy
woman was still alive, I used always to make a point of asking
after her and hearing the news, for it was she who brought me
up, together with that fine girl others, the lady Ctimene, her
youngest. Yes, we were educated together and her mother
treated me almost as her equal. But when we two young tilings
had reached the age when love will have its way, they married
her off to someone in Same - and what a price he paid them! As
for me, her mother fitted me out in a fine mantle and tunic, with
a new pair of sandals for my feet, and packed me off to the farm.
But she always kept a tender place for me in her heart. Ah, I
have long missed kindness such as hers! I'm not complaining
about my work here. The blessed gods have prospered it, so that
it brings me in enough to eat and drink and to give to such as
have a claim upon me. But from my mistress there's never a
gentle word to be had, nor a kind deed either. For the house has
come on evil days and fallen into ruffians* hands. Yet servants do